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An Epigram. 


; in Fool, to think that Phillis did impart 
J Love in that Kus, and tn thofe Words 
(ber Heart 5 
Becaufe you were not kick d with fiorn away, 
/ : Tow bere fore fancy, fhe dejir'd your fray, 
Civilicies ta you for Pailions prove, 
And not to be abus’d you confirue Love, 
Well grant fhe ktfsd you once, but did no more ; 
And jo fie kifs'd ber Lug the day before, 
ee, ‘ 
nd 
. Initructions toa bunch of Pens pretent- 
elioa Lady. 





(.” happy Quills, where you will choofe to Pay 
And kis that Hand that you Wore fo Mr i” 
: (obey. 
e, Be st your bumble task yet high pretence, 
To take ber DiGates and Convey her Senfe s 
A task the Diamond might be proud to do, 
For which the Dgamond now {hall enry you ; 
‘| Watch all ber Thoughts, Ike them be juft and fit, 
Apt as ber Words, and vealy as her Vit. 
cir = Ob ferve her Eyes, lthe them be clear and bright, 
. Sudden and jwaft as the Career of Light. 
Afark well the attul motions of ber Tongue, 
Be {mooth like that, and flowing as her song ; 
» View the Adjuftments of ber cha ming Face, 
Fw ev'ry Feature fuits mith evry Grace. 
n,;  flavmonsous all! avd learn from thence to be 
al «= Ee pFoportion ite, eva and free 
pts, = When Love's the Subjedt t at fhe woud have 
- (dreft, 
_ Soft let at be, as her omn tender hreai 4 
If fhe in Satyr mingles ufeful Gad, 
will Then think the Porcupise bas fhot ye alls 
Fly fwsft and flvast, and miuvder as you fly, 
#" Spare not. tis jm et Oy ju ha Handt» die 
When fhe Comnicnds then kt your Plumes be 
not (ras a, 
And pratfe. as fhe tuft erits to be prats'd, 
A at What:'er fhe Weites woen eer poe dues Compofe, 
In gentle Numbers, cy mm loufer rroje : 
— Humour hey Stic, dv jujtice tv ber Senfe, 
And yreid mati caje tu unfore d Eloquence 


i 
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Let no difpuife ber freer Thoughts confine, 

Let them sn all thew native iujtre fhine + 

But let them, let them-/ted-Cobate er they be) 
Be a.mays kind and meciful to me, 





The Lady’s Anfwer. 


| Date kind ! but “tss the fad Fouent 
Of all Extveams ta peti thew own mteng, 
Something tov much does ail the rejt confound 
sind brings the tom ring Project to the ( round, 
Had cu, Sir but a jingle, favour fhewn, 
Ard only mae the nell bed Pens my own, 
The flock bad nid and fur aleng time bence, 
Had fery'd the common turn of Wemans sence. 
but generous you muft Verfes to prefent, 
Accofting me with duuble Complment » 
| erjes im whrch the Suojedt bore mo part, 
Levit no offijrance to @catng Art, 
Pardon my fured ambition, L mujt try, 
And with your Pinions fancy'd 1 cou a fly. 
Bravely at fo ft | thought s° advance your Fame, 
dind mongjt our Sex to fpread yours wenome 
aslndiee sn ( /vame 4 
I fummondev'ry Omill and all enjoyn'd 
To fhave the labour of the Work design a. 
But a tuo feeble and too weak | found, 
They fhizy’d before they d well hegun the round 3 
Spent ard worn out, tiey grudging:y give oer 
So that this jajt wil joarce buld wut til | can pure 
(sbaje more. 
Q. a 
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On /- n C---d/.-.ge Librat'ye 
TT HE Nine are gone ; God Morpheus drove 
(them bence, 

Sind has commanded filente to the Chains, 
Divirity now preps, ouy bathers bave 
L fs Moteftati n bere than in the Grave, 
Cowley no mere than Orilby is read, 
And fludious Worms alone with Bocks are fed. 

Ob bow moch betrer might they bave a g:ut 

Of Buileique Go/pel,Preasb d at Woulvercot J 


Ona 








“4 





On a Medico-Chyrurgical Practitioner 
and Operator. 


0 His Man's Phyfician and Chyrurgeon too - 
You'll fay ‘tis forange, but not fo jtrange as 
~ (trme, 
Phyficians Death preféfihe ih fober Bills ; 
The Surgeon’s Manual Optration kills. 
But he can Death im esther way command. 
At diftance with bis Pen, or Hand to Hand. 








On CHLOE. 


Among |t the meaneft Beauties to appear, 
That ber dssfigur’d Phiz may feem more fair. 
But fii negledted, miffing of her aim, 

Her only Pleafure is to flander them, 

So for a while the pale-fac’d envious Moon 
Eclips’d the Glories of the brighter Sun ; 
Converting that Refulgent Orb to Night, 
From whence {he’s fore’d to borrow alk ber light. 


Oor old negleced Chloe frill takes care ‘ 





The Rambling Rake. 


I. 
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Aving fpent all my Coin 


Upon Women and Wine, 

I went to the Chere-b out of {pite, “hi 
But what the Prieht {aid 
Is quite out of my Head, 


l refolu’d not to Edific by’t. 





2. 
While he open’d bis Text, 
L was Plaguily vext, 
To fee fuch a fly Canting Crew 
Of Satan's Difcsples, ? 
With Prager Books and BRESS, 
Enough to bave made a Man {pew. 


3. 
All the Women | view'd, 
Both Religious and Lewd, 
From the Sable Top-knots to the Scarlets ; 
But a wager [Il lay, 
That at a full Play, 
The Houfe does not {warm fo with Harlots. 


4 
L idy F — there fits, 
Aimojt out of ber Wits, 


'Twixt Luft and Devotion debating : 
She’s as vscsous as fair, 
And has more bufine/s there, 

Than to bear Mr. Tickletext’s prating, 





Madam L | fam 
With her Daughters-in-law, 
Whom fhe offers to fale ev ry-Sunday ; - 
[n the midft of ber Prayers, 
She'li Negotiate Affairs, 
And make Ajfignations for Monday. 
6 


Next a Lady much Fam'd, 
Therefore muft not be Nam’d - 
Cause fhe l give you no trouble in Teaching, 
She bas a very fine Book, 
But does ne’er in it look, 
Nor regard either Praying or Preaching. 


7: 
Thete’s a Baronet’s Daughter, 
Her own Mother taught ber, 
By Precept and Praice this Notion : 
That to wear gawdp Cloaths, 
“And to Ogle the Bcaus, ~ 
Was at Church two fure figns of Devotion. 
8 


From the corner oth? Square, i 
Comes a Fopeful young Pair, 
Religious as they fee occajton ; 
But if Patches and Paint, 
Be true figns of a Saint, 
LVe’ve no reajon to doubt they Damnation. 


9. 
When the Sermon was done, 
He blejt ev’ry one, 
and they like good Chriftians retir'd = 
Tho’ they view’d ev'ry Face, 
Each Head and each Drefs ° 
Yet each one her felf moft admir’d: 


10. 
I bad view'd all the reft, 
But the Parfon bad bleft 
LVith bis BenediGion the People : 
So 1 ran to the Crown, 
Leaft the Church [howd fall down, 
And beat out my Brains with the Steeple. 


latins ita aantinmeres atl 





Advertifement. 


4 HE Univerfal DROP SIE Medicine, which 

hath done Wonders, rightly prepar’d by the 
Widow Faweet living in Three Horf{e-sbooe-Court in Fye- 
Corner. This Excellent Medicine is fate and fpeedy in 
its Oprration, and hath cur’d great Numbers of P-o- 
ple, many whereof were io dengerous ( onaitions and 
aimoft worn out with Age Very few Perfons ‘a:} of 
Cure who fullow her Direttions which are given wiih 
each Boxtle. 
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